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A pleaſant new Ballad of two 1 


To 4 pleaſant new Tune. 


n 


* 


ene, 
* ** 
* 


O 
' that ſtapes fo long away, 
He p2omis'd ta be here ere thts, 
wks” fill vnkinde doth ſtay. 
Bnt nom the Pꝛouerbe true I finde, 
once out of fight then out of mind: 
Hey hoe my heart is full ot woe. 


Peacelyer peace, it is not ſo, 
he wilt by and by be here: 

But euory one that is inLoue, 
thinkes enerp houre a yere. 


Hark, hark, me thinkes I heat one knock Did lat 


run quickly then and turne the locke, 
Lhen larrewell all my care and woe. 


Come gallant now,come lopterer, 
foz J muſt chide with thee : 


Fain La pant omen, 
I will endure your puntſhment, 
And then wo ſhall bstriends againe. 


Foz enery houre that J haue aid 

ſo long krom ther away, 

A thonſann kiffes will I giue, 

receiue them ready pay. 
And if we chance to count amiſſe 

againe wer le reckon them encry kille, 
Foz he is bleſt that s punicht ſo. 
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rene ies enn . 


we chante to count aright 
| — 
Aud a then ver that ho hl has 
thy teckoning tuft as thou ſhalf crans- 
190 tall we — ng one 


—— ſpent the flent night, 
in (ſweet 


delightful ſpozt, 
Tilt Phoebus with his beames lo balght, 
from ont the fiery pozt 
to ſe: theſwet content, 
le night ſo vainely ſpent, 
theſe Louers two. 


And then this Gallant did perſwade, 


that he might now be gone: 
Swet-heart,quoth he, J am afraid, 
that 3 haue ſtapd to long. 


And wilt thou then be gone. quoth ſhe, 


and will no longer ſfay with me: 


| Then welcome all my care and woe. 


And then ſhe toke her Tute in hand, 
and thus began to play, 
Her heart was faint ſhe cauld no ſand. 
but on her ber the lay. 
And art thon gone my lone quoth the, 
complaine my Lute,complaine win ch me 
Untillthat he voth come againe. 
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